MODERN TRAVEL

" Here lies buried one Captain Shilling
unfortunately slaine by the insulting
Portugall : but that his bones want
sence and expression, they would tell
you the earth is not worthy his recep-
tion, and that the people are blockish,
rude, treacherous and indomitable "

Atwood, the pilot, and I had thought to bathe. But
as it was now dark, and sharks had lately-become as
plentiful as shrimps in two feet of water, even leaping
out to nip people's legs as they walked along the beach,
we thought better of it. The heat was most oppressive,
enveloping the body in a clammy film. After a dinner
of stuffed crabs, we went to bed beneath a rush awning
on the roof, where a cool wind got up and gave us a
full night's sleep.

The following morning we took off at six o'clock, and
continued along the inhospitable coast till the Persian
boundary was passed and we were over Baluchistan.
Range after range of mountains, ramparts of drought
and desolation, stretched into the hazy distance, pallid
and oppressive. As we passed over a ravine, a sudden
bump sent Butcher and myself leaping from our seats
almost to the roof of the cabin. At midday we came to
Gwadar, where a single tent, a stack of petrol tins, and
a pot of tea, were pitched in absurd isolation on a plain
of white dust. Not a house nor a habitation was in
sight, and the Imperial Airways' agent, a voluble Indian,
had taken the whole morning mounted on a camel to
reach the landing-place and prepare for our reception.
It was exactly a week since we had left London, and
we thought of our first lunch at Le Bourget, as we drank
the tea. Then we re-embarked for India, flying through
a bank of cool cloud. A new coast appeared, arid, but
less forbidding. Ten minutes more, said the mechanic.
The vision of an American city in the Middle West
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